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EDITORIAL 


This is issue seven of Bonds of 
Fri ends hi p. w ha t you win be re a - 
ding in these pages is just a fra¬ 
ction of what I wrote the past 
half year. 

This zine is not anymore what it 
used to be. 

Most of the things I wrote down 
here are really personal.It's the 
first time in my life that I pu¬ 
blish things that go on in my head 
,beyond the "safe" topics.It's 
exciting I somehow feel like ta¬ 
king a risk publishing this issu- 
e,because all this personal shit 
makes me vulnerable. 

I very much have that restless 
feeling that I just need to write 
things down,and 1*11 just keep on 
writing without finding the right 
words. 

Doubt makes me crazy,reality makes 
me desperate. 

Maybe you*11 find this issue a bit 
too personal,but I don*t care. 

And,no,I*m sorry,I'm not gonna 
write about all the things you 
already know,about the things you 
want to read. 

Everything is said too many times. 
I'm gonna write about myself,about 
what's going on in my crazy fucked 
up head,about what's going on in 
my heart,about how I feel.Maybe 
it's all one big egotrip,but some¬ 
how I think this will be more ful¬ 
lfilling for me. 

So, why don't you tell me what you 
think?What you feel? 

Being part of this whole hardcore 
network give you a great opportu¬ 
nity to publish what you want. 

But,if you do write me,keep in 
mind I am a chaotic asshole who is 
not organised at all.Maybe you'll 
have to wait a long time for a 
reply. 

After november 1994 I won't have a 
permanent address anymore,I'll 
probably be moving around again. Y- 
ou can contact me at the old ad¬ 
dress of my mother,because that's 
where I somehow always end up. 

The last few years I travelled 
almost non-stop.Harcore g& v & me 
the opportunity to do so. I can go 
anywhere in Europe and crash in 
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someones house. 

I made great friends in different 
places. That's why Hardcore is so 
important to me.It's vital. 

I toured a few times with great 
bands,got to learn beautiful peop¬ 
le, and 

with this zine, I think I can give 
them something in return for what 
they did for me. For letting me 
stay in their houses,for sharing 
parts of their lives with me and 
for letting me tour with their 
bands. 

I admit i sometimes was a bit sep- 
tical towards the whole DIY spi¬ 
rit. But lately I started to re¬ 
flect the things of my life to¬ 
wards this ethic,and I found out 
that most of the things that I 
find so valuable in my life happe¬ 
ned because I wanted them to hap¬ 
pen. 

I found ways to travel and meet 
people.I found ways to go around 
in a way I organised completely by 
myself,and it is amazing how much 
I achieved with the limited amount 
of money and knowledge about tra¬ 
velling. I had the will,and I fol¬ 
lowed it till it's core! 

The Do It Yourself ethic makes 
fuckin' sense. 

Every fanzine made,every record 
made,every concert,demo,squat,ho¬ 
mebrew, selfgrown veggies that are 
made by people because the Man ted 
to, is a big fuck off to the life 
you are supposed to live.Obeying 
to laws who tell you what to re¬ 
ad, what to listen to,how much you 
pay for a concert, what you should 
protest against,how much rent you¬ 
'll pay, even whom you have sex 
with-it all became a commercial 
trap. 

Stand up,rise above the mediocra- 
sy,do the things you want to do. 

For once,people out there:do so¬ 
mething wild,do what you want,le¬ 
arn what you desire, and arm your 
desires. 

Make them reality. 

Live your utopia! 


Love me.(please) Joris. 


BEG YOUR PARDON 

CHORUS /Beg ihe question, bend the truth, bad out the 
basement while there's holes in the root / 

In the beginning they said there was light./Well there ain't 
much lelt ot it now.,We re lost in the darkness^ searching 
Hiund and sight/Of an answer to the what, where or how / 
We're talking 'bout treedom while we’re locked in a cell./ 
Dreaming ot a world without war./Lorced to live on the 
boundaries ot hell/Like no-one's ever thought of peace 
before./But what’s the point ot preaching peace it it’s 
something you don t teel?/What's the point ot talking 
love if you think that love ain't real/Where s the hope in 
hopelessness’/Where's the truth in lies?/Don t hold my 
hand it you can t look me in the eyes 
CHORUS 

In the beginning they said there was light/But somebody’s 
burnt out the fuse./And now we're all lost in eternal night/ 
Looking tor a candle to use./Lots ot little candles, isolated 
hope./l rail little flames in the gale./Lost little people who 
just can t cope./Just knocking their heads on the nail./ 
What s the point ot talking treedom if you lust protect 
yourselt .'/What s the point ot preactung shanng as you 
accumulate your wealth'.’/lt’s so easv to be civing if the 
tlungs you give ain't real./It's so easy to lie it vou ignore 
the things vou feel. , 

CHORUS 

In the beginning they said there was light/But we never had 
the eyes to see /But rather than struggling or putting up a 
light/We ran like lemmings to the sea./So-one really wants 
to get it all together./It s easier just to grab what you can./ 
Everybody's going it. hell lor leather./Building little castles 
in the sand./Hypocrisy, delusion! lies, pretence, deceit./ 
Think only ot yourselt and the world's at your feet./1 
don't believe the things you say. you make bullshit ot the 
truth./The game you play's offensive and your life's the 
living prool. 

CHORUS 

In the beginning they said there was light/But I'm tired of 
hearing tneir lies./I m ured ot deceit, gonna put up a fight. 
I'm going to use my own eyes./Gonna make MY decisions, 
live my own Lite,/7 hey can keep then darkness and gloom ' 
Hypocrisy, trickery. I've had enough./Thev can keep their 
destruction and doom./l've only one life and I’ll live it my 
way.They can keep their restrictions and law./ And if they 
trunk different I’ll have one thing to say . . . "l uck off 
' os I've heard i t before ” * 




CONTACT ME AT: 

JORIS 

BONDS OF FRIENDSHIP 
LEEUW VAN VLAANDERENLAAN 55 
2950 KAPELLEN 
BELGIUM. 


HAVE NO FEAR,NO HOPE,NO IDEALS...BE FREE 








Last night I was reading the past 
issues of Bonds Of Friendship 
again. 

When reading the last issue I did 
(June 19921,1 thought the stuff 
that I wrote that time was pretty 
naive.lt was packed with all this 
anarchist stuff.! would still ide¬ 
ntify myself as an anarchist,and I 
still feel really strong about the 
stuff I wrote but I Just don’t 
have the same enthusiasm anymore 
to create ”the revolution”. 

It made me think alot about this 
issue.I needed to find a balance 
between my own desires and about 
what I thaught was my responsibi¬ 
lity; to protest all the time 
(because no one seemed to do so). 

I just no longer want to put all 
my energy towards the "revoluti¬ 
on". 

I want to live my life, I wanna be 
happy,I wanna do things that I 
want to do and somehow I feel this 
is political as well as I will do 
anything possible, I will move hea¬ 
ven and earth to do those thing I 
really want,no matter what they 
say about how I am supposed to 
live my life. 

So it kind of made me wonder about 
the contents of this issue. I kind 
of felt that I had to print some 
more "political" things inhere,but 
then again , this would not really 
reflect the way I’m living my life 
at this particular moment. 
Travelling also made me question 
alot of the truths I based my life 
upon.Life ain’t just black and 
white.A solution for the apocalyp¬ 
tic state of our planet doesn’t 
exist.Those who think they have 
found the right strategy for chan¬ 
ge are wrong. They are dogmatic. 

All I want right now is to learn 
from people. And 1 hope 1 can learn 
from you too. 

The personal is the political.The 
political must be personal. If 
not,it won’t be my cup of tea. 
Actualy I did want some more 
"hardcore” stuff inhere. But I just 
didn’t have any good stuff to 
print. I hope I will have some more 
interviews with bands or individu¬ 
als that inspired me in a future 
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It was great to see, „ h en I got 
back from from my l ast j ourn ey 
that there were a few new bands 
with young people starting out in 
the area where I live.Apart from 
p the paganbabes from Bad Influence 
everything was fuckin dead.I feel 
a bit older as well.There are some 
kids from a younger generation who 
seem to be pretty enthusiast about 
the whole hardcore thing.I hope 
they don’t just jump on the band¬ 
wagon because of the succes of 
bands like Sick of It All and Bio- 
hazzard.(They are rockn’ roll,and 
I hate that circus with all my 
senses!) 

I And read my lips;Negative Human 
Behaviour are punk.I remember a 
concert they did at a big party. 
Nico has a big mouth and stands 
for what he believes. The audience 
hated him for that reason,but he 
just kept on doing his thing and 
spoke about what he wanted to spe- 
I ak about.They are punk. 
i Also Rubbish Heap start to play 
out a bit more. Go and see them 
when you can. 

| Another Belgian band that blew me 
away recently is Unhinged. 

I Get their demo,see them live.They 
are angry (and drunk!). 

A whole lot seem to happen in the 
'Antwerp province.Finally some 
| people have got their shit toge¬ 
ther and are doing inspirational 
| things. They publish a monthly 
newssheet about their local sce- 
I ne.It’s in english,it’s called 
Splinter and I love projects like 
that. 

I I still didn’t see a Hope man Path 
I gig, but knowing the people invol¬ 
ved, I think it must be awesome. 

I saw Shortsight playing a few 
I weeks ago. I first saw them a few 
I years ago, but I didn’t have the 
1 chance to see them again. 

1 They played a set like they were 
\ doing the dishes, but hey I think 
I every band would sound really mel- 
1 low when they have to play after 
Incite./ did like the new Shortsight 
]seven inch though. 

Another band from the Antwerp pro¬ 
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l or that misery ot the spirit that is betrayed in the set of a 
face, there are no statistics, 11 is not those that can in'lie t 
the most, but those that can sutler the most who will 
conquer. 




vince is State of Grace. They play 
really fast and do it we 11, and 
they look like American kids. I 
wish they could play a real sweaty- 
set in my flat at 30',you know 
what I mean. (Oh dear,now I’m get¬ 
ting of at their beautiful bo¬ 
dies) I hope they can handle a joke I 
like that.But hey, they didn’t see® 
dum at all.At least they have the | 
intigrety! 

Acme was probably the best gig I I 
saw the past half year.Oh yes,you j 
can beat me,hit me,torture me,but | 
please give me more of this brutal 
shit!Boy, they were angry,I mean 
really angry! 

Kosjer D just released a 7" on 
Bruno and Cathy’s Genet Records. 
They’re from Leuven,not from Wa- 
chington DC, and they swing like \ 
hell.I don’t know them persona- 
ly,but their first record seems 
really honest to me. 

Bad Influence just recently went 
into the studio again. I am a B.I. 
devotee,and I’ll tell you:"this is 
going be the shit dude".Heavy as 
fuck .'Should be released on Skuld 
somewhere in the fall of 1994. 
Sothing new seems to happen in 
fanzineland though.At least,not¬ 
hing new came my way, apart from 
Superfluous from Hazel.At least 
someone writes about what is going 
on in her heart.That’s what I call 
progress, here in Belgian fanzine- 
land, and I sub really happy to 
do a future split-issue with her! 
The first issue had a bit of a 
controverse going about what Roy 
from Congress said in an interview 
about homosexuality.He said it was 
not natural. 

Someone who says love is unnatural 
has a corpse in his mouth. 

End of the line. 

Also Saskia from Shortsight now 
enters fanineland with the first 
issue of her Sweet Me. To be ho¬ 
nest, her first issue didn’t real¬ 
ly inspire me as much as I thought 
it would do, but I guess I’ll have 
to give her some credit because 
first issues never really work out 
the way you would want them to be. 

A fanzine that really inspired me 
like no other did the vast few 
years is Kill The Robot out of the \ 
Land of the Free. Also Heartattack, 
the new project from Kent Me Clard | 
is high on my list. 

I was going to do a 7" for Pani- 
cos,a Greek band. They’ re great! 


ter.Sabam (the authors rights as¬ 
sociation- fuckin’ rip offs!)and 
myself fucked some things up which 
pretty much delayed the whole 
thing,as well as lack of cash. 

Bruno will release it,but I will 
A still do alot of the distributi¬ 
on, keep your eyes open for reviews 
in fanzines. 

Panicos are crazy, that’s why I 
like them. 

Another record you should get is 
the Maytia/Graue Zellen split al¬ 
bum. It should be out by now on 
i S J tu , ld - 1 toured uith them in the 
fall of 1993.I’m close friends 
' with them so I must be biased,but 
hell yes, I never met any more de¬ 
dicated (and deviated!!) people 
before. They are fun,even when they 
| puke in my sleepingbag at 6 in the 
morning somewhere on the road in 
| Sweden. They will always remember 
me,at least Sonja will as I almost 
I made her puke when I put out my 
shoes in the van. 

Graue Zellen and Gainsay played 
some really chaotic gigs here in 
| Belgium in spring. Gainsay are god. 
They have two demos,check them out 
when you can!Oh boy,writing this 
down makes me think of the great 
I times we had together. I love you 
1 guys,I really do! 


















TO WHAT END? 

Music and Lyrics: Von Till 

"Whilst the engine runs the people mutt work. 

Men, women, anil children ore yoked together with 
iron mid iteam. The onhnal machine - breakable in 
the best caw, subject to a thousand sources of suffering - 
it chained fast to the iron machine, which knows no 
suffering and no weariness. 

- I P. Kay, M2 

Progress" is not progress, it is everlasting destruction 
Technology is backwards 

Born of MACHINE 
Worship MACHINE 
Slave to MACHINE 
Become MACHINE 

Modem civilization, a contradiction in terms 




No spirit in it's skeletal framework 
The falsification of Man, to what end? 
TO WHAT END? 


Born of MACHINE 
Worship MACHINE 
Slave to MACHINE 
Become MACHINE 

Perverted ingenuity of Man 
Fools, we’ve lost our earthly wisdom 

Not the way of nature 
In a man-made state of disarray. 



IF THERE’S ONE BAND THAT REFLECTS THE SAME FEELINGS OF DESPAIR THAT I 'M 
FEELING EVERY FUCKING MINUTE OF MY LIFE ,IT 1ST BE NEUROSIS,THERE ARE MO¬ 
MENTS I CAN’T STAND THE FEELING OF BEING CAGED.THERE ARE MOMENTS OF 
DESPERATION WHEN I CAN’T STAND THE MEDIOCRASY ANY LONGER,MOMENTS OF DESPE¬ 
RATION WHEN EVERYTHING I TRY TO ACCOMPLISH IS BRUTALY CRUSHED BY THE 
STUPIDITY,BANALITY AND HATE THAT HAS BEEN SHOVED THROUGH MY THROAT FROM THE 
VERY FIRST MINUTE OF MY EXISTENCE,AT THOSE MOMENTS THE APOCALYPTIC MUSIC OF 
NEUROSIS TOUCHES ME,MOVES HE AND MAKES HE WANNA DESTROY EVERYTHING THAT 
CHAINS HE DOWN. 


A BRIEF TALK WITH SCOTT KELLY,GUITAR- 
PLAYER , SI NGER AND PERCUSSIONIST OF 
NEUROSIS. 


BoF: WHAT DOES -NEUROSIS MEAN TO 
YOU PERSONALY?IS IT A THERAPY? 
SCOTT:It 9 3 like a family,like a 
brotbood you know. The moat 
important thing, I think,-for all 
of us, is to have some type of sup¬ 
port. It 9 s definately a therapy and 
an outlet for getting all this 
shit that we seem to have inside 
of us out. BoP: WHAT 

WOULD YOU DO WHEN YOU 9 RE NOT IN A 
BAND? SCOTT: It’s 

really hard to say. ..I don’t know 
what we would be doing if we we¬ 
ren’t in a band,but it wouldn’t be 
as constructive,I’m sure.My guess 
is that I would be in prison. Tha¬ 
t’s where all my friends are. 

BoP: FOR WHAT KINDA REASONS?FOR 
POLITICAL REASONS OR BECAUSE THEY 
JUST COULDN’T COPE WITH EVERYDAY 
LIFE... 

SCOTT:Yeah,it’s basicly not being 
able to handle the way it is. They 
just go crazy. When I was a 
teenager I was always in trou¬ 
ble. Fighting because I was really 
angry.I’ve got this fucking ra¬ 
ge, this anger inside that doesn’t 
go away. 


BoF: WHERE DOES THIS RAGE AND ANGER 
COME FROM? 

SCOTT: I have some ideas ,but the 
root of it I try to find out.I had 
some bad experiences as a child 
that continued to fuck with me.I- 
t’s like I was born in the wrong 
time or something.Do you listen to 
the Germs?Do you know that one 
line; "If I was like an animal,I 
could do no wrong,but they say I’m 
something better so I gotta hold 
on. ”That makes alot of sense to me. 
If they didn’t put these boxes 
around me and these laws and tell 
me how to live,maybe I would be 
okay. 

BoF:DO YOU REALLY FEEL LIKE THE¬ 
RE’S A BIG PRESSURE ON YOU, LIKE 
YOU’RE IN A CAGE7DO YOU BELIEF IN 
THE POSSIBILITY TO ESCAPE, TO UN¬ 
CHAIN YOURSELF? 

SCOTT:It depends from moment to 
moment. Right now I feel pretty 
okay. When I’m at work,I feel like 
I’m in a cage. 

A lot of times,when I’m just wal¬ 
king around I just feel completely 
isolated from everyone else.It’s 
like you walk by so- many people 














and I feel this hostility, this vi¬ 
bration ,you know. 

It's not alway,it’s not that we 
don’t have any happiness in our 
lifes.I have 2 children and they 
help me alot,as far as giving me 
something real, to care about. Tha- 
t ’s where my happiness comes from- 
,my children. 

Love is really important.Something 
I didn’t experience so much in the 
first part of my life. I try to 
learn to not put all the stuff 
that I picked up along the wav to 
my kids. 11’s like a heavy and hard 
thing to do, and I keep finding my¬ 
self doing things that my father 
did, and he in his terms was doing 
what his father did. 

BoF: DO VOL’ THINK YOU CAN PARTLY 
STEP OUT OF THIS CAGE WITH NEURO- 
SIS?OR DO YOU THINK YOU WILL AL¬ 
WAYS PUT BARS AROUND YOURSELF LIKE 
FOR INSTANCE GOING ON ,-J MAJOR LA¬ 
BEL? 

SCOTT: We’ re not going on a ma¬ 
jor! It’s such a 1ie.Everywhere we 
went,people thought we’re on a 
major label now. We’re on Alterna¬ 
tive Tentacles.We talked to nume¬ 
rous major labels because they are 
all over the place in America 
right now.But they’re all full of 
shit,and we don’t want anything to 
do with them. It’s not that we may 
not end up on one someday, but if 
we do, it would he the way that we 
want it to be done,and not the way 
they try to put us in. We’re not 
interested in playing with people 
who just basicly vampire you.They 
want to make money out of our 
sweat and blood. We’ve put 8 years 
in this band, and we’re not gonna 
let it go!We’re not gonna give it 
to some asshole. 

BoF:SO IT MUST BE HARD TO FIND OUT 
THAT, FOR INSTANCE ON THIS TOUR, YOU 
PLAY IN 4 FEW CLUBS WHO HAVE NOT¬ 
HING TO DO, AND HAVE NO INTEREST 
WHATSOEVER IN WHAT YOU ARE DOING.- 
WHO’RE JUST INTO IT FOR THE CASH. 
SCOTT:Yeah,it’s a problem.But the¬ 
re’s no difference than going to 
work everyday. 11’s the same fuc¬ 
kin’ thing. The best thing to do is 
to work your way into a position 
where YOU have the power and con¬ 


trol them, as supposed'To them ha¬ 
ving the power to control you,wh¬ 
ich we’re getting closer to now.I- 
t’s like we can call up the club 
and say we want this much mo¬ 
ney, the doorprice should be this 
much, we want these bands on the 
bill,we want this,we want that,..- 
. And they do it. Before it wasn’t 
like that, ’cos we didn’t bring 
enough people in.Now it’s like we 
go to a club and we know people 
are going to come,so the club will 
make their money. 

But our biggest problem with this 
tour is that we felt that a lot of 
the promoters were walking away 
with a lot of money that should 
have been ours,or the doorprice 
should have been lower or wathe- 
ver,you know. 

So,all you can do basicly is soli¬ 
dify your foundation and make it 
strong and from there you can make 
your own moves. 

And coming to Europe is another 
thing you know,it's hard.We don ’t 
know the scene that we 11, we don’t 
know the clubs.There’s no way for 
us from America to know if we’re 
gonna be playing in for instance 
this other club we played in in 
Belgium. 

BoF: THE PMRC. 

SCOTT: The people of this place 
were nice, but that was probably an 
example of a weird situation.There 
was a weird vibe inside the club.- 
It’s like alot of the people never 
been there before and may never go 
there again. It’s kind of this st¬ 
range feeling ’cos there was such 
a moneything. 

It’s natural for humans to be that 
way,it’s a natural human thing, but 
it gets out of control. It’s like 
you wanna have your own thing and 
you wanna be able to control that 
and you want to be able to make a 
living at what you do,but it seems 
like people get too much into like 
really having all this ellaborate 
bullshit.At this point,it is like 
we work 40 to 50 hours a week when 
we’re at home and we do the band,- 
and we have families.Our lives are 
full.The only thing ye do,what we 
don’t wanna do is work these fuc- 


if they didn’T PUT THESE BOXES AROUND ME,AND THES 
TELL ME HOW TO LIVE,MAYBE I .WOULD BE OKAY. 
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kin’ jobs, to work for somebody 
else. 

People are making money out of us 
24 hours a day.We work and play in 
a band and somebody else takes a 
big piece of it every fuckin’ ti¬ 
me. And that’s really a frustrating 
position. 

BoF: ON THE SLEEVE OF YOUR LAST AL¬ 
BUM THERE ARE THOSE 5 AXES. 

WHAT DOES THAT SiMBOLISE? 

SCOTT:A cycle,a natural cycle.The 
axes are used for the harvest, so 
it’s basicly signifiynig the har¬ 
vest. And then you have the sun and 
the moon. 

BoF: YOU WEREN’T INSPIRED BY OTHER 
BANDS LIKE CURRENT 9.3, DEATH IN 
JUNE,... WHO BASICLY USE THE SAME 
SYMBOLS. 

SCOTT:Yeah,we realised that this 
was the same one that Current 9.3 
used after we did it.We listen to 
those bands and stuff. 



The thoughts and philosophy is 
like the oldest philosophy in the 
world, (paganism). 

BoF: IT’S LIKE YOU WANT TO GIVE THE 
SWASTIKA BACK IT’S REAL MEANING 
AND NOT LIKE IT GOT BASTARDISED BY 
THE FASCISTS. 

SCOTT .’Completely! Because the swas¬ 
tika is such a powerful symbol. I 
think anybody who has ever seen 
it,never forgets it.It’s like it 
hits you and it’s right there. 

And than you put it into the 1939 
nazi Germany context,what most 
people associate it with.Which 
obviously speaks for itself,that 
whole regime,it speaks for itsel- 
f. It’s like... take it back,don’t 
give up on it because it is a po¬ 
werful symbol. Take i t back from 
the assholes who corrupted it.b- 
ecause it’s not what it originally- 
intended to be. 

Hitler had a lot of interesting 
ideas. If you read stuff that Hit¬ 
ler said you will find alot of 
stuff you will agree with. 

But where he goes wrong is when he 
gets into this whole racial thi¬ 
ng, and basicly coopted the old 
religions and transformed it into 
his own view. With this antisemi¬ 
tism and that the nordic people 
would be the choosen people, that 
is such a bullshit! 

The swastika is a symbol,a philos¬ 
ophy, a feeling that comes from all 
corners of the earth. 

All the aboriginal people basicly 
share the same philosophy, that 
when you’re not in harmony with 
nature,you’re going to perish,and 
that’s what we’re going to do.The 
human race is just completely ill- 
,because we’re not in harmony with 
nature. 

All the people;Christians,non -Ch¬ 
ristians and agnostics have to le¬ 
arn to be aware of the power of 
nature. 

BoF.’IT SEEMS LIKE YOU’RE GETTING 
CO-MPLETELY DESPERATE SEEING THIS 
COMPLETE DESTRUCTION AND IGNORAN¬ 
CE. 

SCOTT:Totally! 

America is so sickening. You would 
be sick if you went there and saw 
what we’ve done to it.It’s really 
fucked up.It’s gotten so out of 
control now. 







Things have gotten so bad that 
people have no hope and see no way 
out,They’ 11 have to break out of 
their cages,but the way they’re 
breaking out is with guns and with 
wathever violence against other 
people and the earth,and the gene¬ 
ral disregard about what goes on 
around them.A really selfish sort 
of attitude. 

On one level it’s definatelv for¬ 
ced upon you and you have to be 
aware we live like in a really 
heavy ghetto in Oakland which is 
like 70% black. We have about 300 
murders a year there,out of a po¬ 
pulation of 300.000, like one out 
of every 10.000 is murdered every 
year, and for the most part for 
really no reason.Gangs,drugs,just 
for the fuck of it you know. 

People just go and kill,because 
they go like: "hey I wonder what 
that’s like."They just want the 
experience.It’s crazy. 

So, when you walk in the streets 
around there you’ve gotta be alert 
and you’ve gotta be somewhat sel¬ 
fish. You have to be like: "this is 
me,and if someone comes by and 
gives me some attitude, I have to 
be hard." 

You have to stand your ground. 

It creates a really fucked up en¬ 
vironment to try to live in. 

On one way you wanna be about pea¬ 
ce and you wanna be at peace with 
yourself and with your family and 
other people.On the other hand,w- 
hen you step outside you have to 
put your guard up and you have to 
be hard. 

It’s not like it’s just in Ameri¬ 
ca.}Iany countries are like this.I 
know in Brazil there’s much ultra- 
violence going on.We know these 
guys of Sepultura and they talked 
to me about this for about two 
hours.They moved to America,they 
live in Arizona now,because it’s 
so painful for them to be at ho¬ 
me. The violence is so much out of 
control there, they’re like murde¬ 
ring the streetkids by the thou¬ 
sands. 

It just goes on in other places 
too,but in America it’s grown into 
this real bad feeling overall. 



It’s like at work.I’m sitting aro¬ 
und with my friends at work.It’s 
sick,we’re laughing at violence 
all the time. We see someones head 
getting bashed in and we just 
laugh our asses of because it’s 
funny.lt just turns into come¬ 
dy'. And it’s the only way you can 
deal with the situation you know. 

BoF: DO YOU THINK 
VIOLENCE IS A NATURAL THING? 
SCOTT:For sure. Violence is natu¬ 
ral . Territorial violence is natu¬ 
ral. 

The problem is there are no tribes 
anymore. If everybody was in their 
tribes it would be a different 
sort of a situation. 

Within the tribe there is this 
intertribal warfare.Although we 
live in basic segregation. 

Black people here,Mexican people 
here, Vietnamese people here and 
we’re here somewhere in the mid¬ 
dle. 

In our city, within the different 
communities there is alot of vio¬ 
lence. 

BoF:DO YOU STILL SPEAK ABOUT TRI¬ 
BES WHEN YOU SPEAK OF THE ETHNIC 
PEOPLE IN.GHETTO’S? 

SCOTT:I think on one level it’s a 
tribal sort of thing.lt is like 
intercultural or wathever. 


Oo not he 











TRAVELLING 



When people ask me why I travel, I always find it very difficult to answer 
that question. 

I think I basicly travel for three reasons...first of all to visit my 
friends who just happen to live in other countries. Second,because I want 
to encounter different cultures.I find it really fascinating. 

The third reason is probably the most important reason.I travel because I 
don’t want to make any definite choices in my life yet,and travelling is 
always just temporarely. 

The good thing about travelling is that you meet alot of people.The good 
thing about meeting people is that you can learn from them and have others 
learning by sharing your experiences with them. 

I also think travelling can tell me alot more about certain cultures than 
any newspaper or book can. 

The idea to settle down hasn’t really come up to me yet. 

1 thought it was pretty difficult to spend a full year in the same town(An- 
twerp),because that’s where I’m doing my civil service at the moment. 

It completely freaked me out to go and live in a flat again that is basicly 
my own,knowing I can’t leave for at least one year. 

I just need the travelling.It’s my source for life. 

I do think I will eventually settle down within a few years,but I have an 
agenda about which places I want to see,and what circumstances I want to 
travel in. 

I won’t call it a cheap thrill, but I just love to put the limit a bit 
further. Travelling to remote areas under harsh conditions is something I 
grew into just gradually.I pretty much know what I can handle and what not. 
Travelling makes you crazy,but that’s good.You learn how to deal with 
yourself, because it’s only you out there in this crazy, complicated chaotic 
world. You’ll have to deal with what’s going on in your own fucked up 
head.You’ 11 get confronted with your own shit! 

I tried to keep a good diary when I was on the road, but sometimes I was too 
overwhelmed too write anything down that would make any sense.Sometimes I 
just couldn’t put my feelings in the right words. 

Travelling gives you a certain amount of freedom. You just do what you want 
to do, see the things you wanna see, hook up with the people you want to hook 
up with. 

I also met alot of nice people,many of them also longterm travellers. It’s 
crazy how much of your personal shit you can share with people you only met 
a few days before. I found myself discussing subjects with people I hardly 
knew,but I wouldn’t dare to touch them with some of my best friends. 


I was so angry at myself,on what I’ve built my whole life upon.On all the 
truths I thought to have found.On all the answers on those trival questi¬ 
ons. 

But,now I realise there can’t be any answers,there can’t be any truth. 

There are no simple answers for complicated quetions. 

It is ridiculous. 

I thought it was so important to be an anarchist and to fight ,but 
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In this cell that is ours, there is no pity 
no sunrise on the cold plain that is our soul, 
no beckoning to a warm horizon. 

All beauty eludes us and we wait. 


’No answ er is in itself an answ er. ' 

Oriental proverb. 


It’s been over year now that I left for a lengthy trip through the Indian 
subcontinent and Persia. This trip changed my life.I was kinds used to 
travelling,but apart from two trips to Turkey and Kurdistan and some 
longterm stays in Greece I never travelled for 8 months.So,I got this real 
Sbitty job doing the interial decocation in a stupid clothstore.The good 
thing was they payd me really well. So, one Fridayafternoon I decided to have 
worked enough and saved up enough money to give it a go. So I bought a 
oneway ticket to Kathmandu, the flight leaving 8 days later,while I still 
had to arrange a visa and get several injections,as I was going to tropical 
areas with strange tropical diseases. Maybe this was the most unexpected 
thing I did m my entire life so far. 

I 've been speaking about the trip with several people. I was more or less 
trying to write a diary, but sometimes it just didn't work, or I was just to 
overwhelmed to write anything that would make any sense.So when I got back 
home some things got rewritten, because it took me quite some time to 
capture all those experiences.Some people told me I got back more matu¬ 
re,wathever that may be. There are some exparts of my diary that I would 
like to share with you,only a few fragments of this immense trip.I left 
Belgium April 10th. I spend a few days in Dacca,Bangladesh-mainly on the 
* lr P°rt and in the airport hotel waiting until this pre-historian plane 
would be fixed again to to Kathmandu.I spend about a month in Nepal,where I 
made an incredible trek into the Himalaya. Then I moved on to North Indi- 
a,fled this sickening -country a month later to Pakistan and later through 
Iran and Kurdistan towards Greece. 

That briefly sums up the route I followed... 
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May 8,1993. 

I woke up pretty sick today. I 
spent at least 5 hours at the in- 
di an Embassy. St ill they didn ’1 
give me the right visum. 

I’ve been waiting 6 days now. 

I decided to give it another try 
tomo rrr> w,and just don ’t bother 
about it too much. 

I took an autorickshaw on my way 
back to the centre. The driver was 
a maniac,like all drivers here. 

A rickshaw ride is a suicide dri¬ 
ve. Close your eyes,and don’t think 
it’s real.It works!Upon arrival on 
Durbar square I go to one of the 
temples,climb up there to watch 
life go by.A young boy approached 
me.He looked so empowering, with 
this nice smile on his face.He’d 
come and sit next to me.He didn’t 
seem to speak any english at all- 
.He touched me gentle and said 
Monkeytemple?"I understand he wan¬ 
ted to show me the monkeytemple on 
a hill just outside town.I was 
there a few weeks ago, but I just 
couldn’t resist going there again 
with this boy. 

I wanted to take him home, to take 
care of him.He should always be at 
my side. He was just way too fri¬ 
endly! So we walked through the 
suburbs to this temple,and he 
would grab my hand and point his 
finger to remarkable things that I 
would never have noticed when I 
would walk here alone.He pointed 
exceptionel embroidery on some 
houses we passed,but I was too 
stunned about the misery I saw 
around me. We passed this riverbed 
where people are living in card- 
boxes, where pigs and kids wash 
together,where vultures are eating 
a dead buffle, but this young kid 
is showing me some flowers that 
grow inbetween the garbage. 

We crossed the bridge and arrive 
in the poorest area of Kathmandu. I 
sunk ankledeep in the mud.Streets 
are not paved. The street is the 
sewage, the toilet, the washingpla- 
ce,the cookingplace.Rats are eve¬ 
rywhere, and nobody seems to bother 


about their presence neither.My 
prince keeps on telling me:"mon¬ 
keytemple very nice mister,monkey- 
temple very nice!" 

.4s we finally arrive on the foot 
of the hill, there are 365 steps in 
front of us leading to the tem¬ 
ple. Every two steps has a beg¬ 
gar, all trying to get some rupees 
of the few tourists that actualy 
make it here. 

I feel like a bastard not giving 
them some money.If I give to one,I 
have to give to all. That just the 
way it goes.It hurts me to pretend 
I ignore them.But theif dramatic 
looks will be printed in my mind 
forever. 

On top of the hill is this amazing 
Buddhist stupa.The look over Kath¬ 
mandu is spectacular,with the Hi¬ 
malaya range miles and miles away- 
It’s amazing how fast I could more 
or less forget the misery I wit¬ 
nessed the past hour. 

No wonder they call this the mon¬ 
keytemple. They ’ re everywhere.I was 
just relaxing for a while when two 
Nepalese students came to me.Their 
english was rather good,compared 
to the knowledge of my prince. For 
some reason we started to discuss 
politics .These students were tel¬ 
ling me how important it was for 
their country when they finally 
had free elections a few years 
ago. They were dreaming of democra¬ 
cy, as it would bring them freedom 
and welfare. Apart from being able 
to vote for whatever morron they 
want,nothing has profoundly chan¬ 
ged since the first "free electi¬ 
ons". But still they hoped things 
would change for the bet¬ 
ter.Misanthropic as I am,I started 
to explain them my opinions on 
democracy.lt was like taking away 
their faith in the future. I tried 
to explain them whoever you vote 
for,nothing will change.Because 
the elite who has the power will 
try to keep it and use it in their 
benefit only.If change and freedom 
are ever to come it should come 
from the people,but people in Ne¬ 
pal don’t worry too much about 
poli tics. They need to feed them- 















s wives and their children,day by 
rucking ' day. They have no time to 
organise themselves. They need Too- 
d. That's the only thing they can 
work for, 16 hours a day for a por¬ 
tion of rice. I guess I left those 
guys pretty dissapointed. 

It was late afternoon when 1 made 
my way hack to the pens ion. The few 
tourists I saw were enjoying their 
holidays.Buying all those so cal¬ 
led hippyclot.hes and patronising 
the locals as much as they could.- 
'lost of them travel all the way to 
Kathmandu either to make a trek in 
the Himalaya with all their GI Joe 
gear, or to get stoned all day. I 
despise them. 

'lay 9,1993. Kathmandu, Nepal. 

Today I finally got my visum for 
India! It. ’s about time. My Nepalese 
viasim expires tomorrow.No chance 
I'll be crossing the border in 
t. i me! 

When i hot back from the Indian 
embassy,my prince was waiting in 
front of my room.I had the wildest 


phantasies about him last night,- 
and my heart started to beat like 
a Napalm Death drumsolo.He just 
followed me into my room , sat 
down and stared at me.Should I 
give it a try?No,I , m too ner¬ 
vous, and this guy is too pure. I 
keep on thinking of frustrated men 
going to Bangkok to fuck boys. I 
just couldn't. If only we could 
communicate.Gosh,I wished I spoke 
Nepalese!I packed my stuff and 
asked if he wanted to eat somet¬ 
hing. We went out to a rooftop res¬ 
taurant with a fabulous look over 
Kathmandu. I bought him a nice me¬ 
al. He was so thankful,only smiling 
and touching me. 

The bus will leave Kathmandu to¬ 
morrow night,wich means we'll ar¬ 
rive at the border one day after 
my Nepal visum expires.Too bad.T- 
his is the only way. Now I only 
hope I will finally get this damn 
passport. 

I paid the equivalent of 9$ for 
the 36 hours busdrive.lt won't be 
a comfortable for that price I 
guess. 



By 4pm I make sure to be back in 
the Indian embassy.And yes,my vi¬ 
sum is ready!What a relief. 

Tonight is the last night to be 
spent in Kathmandu. I want to make 
it great. I dress up a little bit 
and walk to freak street, the epi¬ 


centre of the travellerscene.For 
the last time I would hear those 
desperate types whispering „ en- 
lightned phrases like : has- 
hies,brown sugar,change dol- 
lars?"behind my back.I guess they 
offered me dope over a thousand 
times during my total of 10 days 
stay in Kathmandu. I get a bit cy¬ 
nical and tell the guy: "No man, I m 
only doing the real thing!Heroin! 

He pulls me into a sidealley and 
asks me how many grams I want. It 
would take him only half an hour 
to get it. Shit boyee,I was only 
joking.Western decadence has come 
a long way if you ask me. 

So I go to the Tibetan restau¬ 
rant.They have no electricity be¬ 
cause there's a powercut.The cand¬ 
les make it really cosy though. I 
eat noodles and go for the last 
time to Durbar square. I feel emo- 
tionaly related to this place.It's 
so nice to watch life go by from 
one of the temples. I get a bit 
rethoric and sentimental.Actualy 
I feel pretty lonely. 

I walk back to the pension, tell 
the owners I'm leaving the next 
day.,and write this down before 


May 10 ,1993.Kathmandu,Nepal. 

I had a restless night.Stayed in 
bed until noon. Packed my stuff 
again and went out to buy some 
fruits for on the bus. 

I took a local bus to Pashupati- 
nath, the place where they burn the 
dead in Kathmandu.Strange fee¬ 
ling. Supposedly a man died and 
they would carry him to the bur¬ 
ning gath. The family arrives.I 
guess his mom is the only person 
crying.They put out his shoes and 
throw them into the river.One hour 
later they burn the body. In the 
meanwhile kids are bathing only 3 
meters away from the burning.Life 


and death seem to be so fuck in 
related! 

I feel weird.lt makes me sit down 
for a while.I just couldn’t captu¬ 
re it.This guy died,and about 3 
hours later he is gone. Only ashes 
remain, the relatives go back home 
and life goes on.Insignificant. 

I make sure to be back in the pen¬ 
sion around 8 pm.My bus will leave 
about 9.30pm. Of course my prince 
is waiting in front of my pensi¬ 
on. We eat together and he brings 
me to the busstation. I'm so damn 
lucky to have my prince guiding 
me,cause there's no signs in en- 
glish.Chaos. Chaos.Chaos.There bus t 
be thousands of people trying to 
get on one bus or another.All the 
luggage being tied on the roof of 
the busses.Bags, bananas,- 
bikes, rickshaws,fucking everything 
they sort of tie on top of the 
busses.My prince asks around where 
to find my bus, and then guides me 
to the vehicle that will hopefully 
bring me alive and well in Varana¬ 
si. I climb on top of the bus and 
he reaches me the bags. I tie then 
with my chain and padlock. 

I rush on the bus to find a place 
to sit.He comes with me onto the 
bus. I wish so badly I could take 
him for the rest of my trip. Show 
him a bit of the world. I feel so 
privileged,yet torn apart as if 
they would seperate me from my 
lover. It's time to say goodbye. I 
promised him to write,although he 
doesn’t understand any english.He 
hugs me. I kiss him. 

I feel so damn privileged that I 
am able to leave this country be¬ 
hind me. That I can leave the po¬ 
verty, the rats, the dirt,the insa¬ 
nity,... for what they are,and 
move on. 

Finally the bus leaves with a 2 
hour delay. I have to leave Nepal 
in half an hour,because that’s 
when my visum expires. 

Impossible. 

May 11,1993.On a ramshackle bus to 
India. 

At 5 o’clock in the morning we 
arrive at the border.lt seems like 
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He’ll have to change buses. The¬ 
re’11 be an Indian bus waiting for 
us on the other side of the bor¬ 
der. It leaves at 10. 

We’re now supposed to get this 
ticket,in return of the ticket we 
got in Kathmandu.lt will take a 
few hours before everyone gets 
their ticket.Time to rest a bit.- 
The busdrive was hell,and we only 
did 6 hours out of the 36.1 feel 
dirty,and hungry.I eat some rice 
and dal and have some tea,and 
wait. 

A few hours later we’re allowed to 
cross the border. I hope they’re 
not gonna send me back to Kathman¬ 
du to apply for an ex tent ion for 
my visum. 

I walk to the. checkpoint. It’s damn 
hot,so early in the morning. I give 
them my passport. This man tell me 
with the biggest smile on his fa¬ 
ce: "Mister,you have to go back to 
Kathmandu. Visa no good! "I try to 
explain him what happened in the 
Indian embassy.’’Mo mister, visa no 
good!” 


I get a bit cynical and show him a 
10$ bill and say:’’I hope my visa 
will be good now.” 

He takes my passport and the 10$ 
note. Without saying a word he sta¬ 
mps my passport.I start laughing 
and make sure I leave Nepal as 
fast as I can before he changes 
his mind. 

Quite funny. It’s the first time I 
bribed someone in my life.Money 
will bring you everywhere.Whoever 
has the money has the power. Actu¬ 
ally it felt good to have money 
and thus power. 

Anyway,I’d rather pay this clerk 
than paying for an extension. 

Coming on the Indian side of the 
border I got my passport stamped 
in less than five minutes. The bus 
is waiting.A kid tells me that 
when I want to put my backpack on 
top I have to pay him, as he will 
guard my stuff for potential thie¬ 
ves. I SLsk if he will be sitting on 
the roof.Of course he will.So I 
pay him 10 rupees.lt takes hours 
and hours before thye driver shows 
up. The kid I gave the rupees long 
disappeared.I guess he’ll have a 



great time with the money I gave 
him,but he won’t be guarding my 
gear, thats for sure. 

When the driver finally arrived,we 
all had to get of the bus to push 
it, because the starter of the en¬ 
gine didn’t work. Pretty hilarious- 
. There’s place for 44 people in 
the bus. There’s 71 of us plus all 
the luggage.Happy Journey. 

We finally get going. 20 minutes 
later the bus stops. 8 more people 
have to fit in. I can’t believe 
it.This goes on for hours and hou¬ 
rs. Every 20 minutes the bus would 
stop to either load or unload pe¬ 
ople, bananas, and all kinds of Jun- 
k. There’s no windows,no cushens,no 
legspace. But they do have an im¬ 
mense soundsystem with Indian pop- 
music, the worst kind of music I 
ever heard blasting full treble 
out the speakers. 

It must be around 8pm when we sto¬ 
pped in this village in the middle 
of nowhere.I see a sign” cold dri¬ 
nks" and I’m thinking of srn ice- 
cold softdrink cooling me down,as 
it is so unbearably hot.The only 
cold drinks they have are tiies 
Thums Up Coke persiflicati- 
ons. They’ve been standing for God 
knows how many weeks in the sun,so 
they’re boiling hot.Shit. I hate 
this so much!I can’t buy any water 
in bottles neither because there 
aren ’ t any and I don ’ t wan t to 
drink the tapwater because this 
will make me fucking sick in no 
time.So.I’11 Just follow the herds 
and eat some rice and dal with the 
usual cheppati (bread).We eat with 
our fingers.There’s no plates.The 
food gets served on dried banana- 
leaves. I ’ll have some tea with 
it. I hope they boiled it long eno¬ 
ugh so all the hacterias are de¬ 
ath. 

This is gonna be unavoidable. I am 
going to get sick in India! 

So,push this bus again until the 
engine starts again and of we go 
for a long haul to Varanasi. 

I Just don’t know how I did it, but 
I must have been sleeping a couple 
of hours on this bus. 

May 12, 1993. The same fucking bus 


to Varanasi. 

Today I arrived in the late after¬ 
noon in Varanasi. I ’ve seen the 
hell. I experienced it with all my 
senses.I’m exhausted.Dead.I am 
going to splurge for the first 
time on my trip. Take a good hote- 
l,a good shower, airconditioning 
and safe food. The newspaper says 
it is 47'C.I can’t take this. I 
found a nice hotel.Not too expen¬ 
sive (10$).It is cool in the room. 

I wanna be on my own.Took a shower 
for at least 45 minutes.I slowly 
recover. I wanna go to bed ear¬ 
ly. Someone knocks on my door.This 
guy of the reception asks me if I 
want a drink. I’m dying for a cold 
fresh beer."No problem” he tells 
me and of he goes. 10 Minutes later 
another guy comes to my room and 
asks if I’m interested in buying 
carpets.lt took me 15 minutes to 
make him clear I have no interest 
in carpets at all. 

Half an hour later another guy 
knocks on my door. If I’m intere¬ 
sted in seeing his silkfactory.No 
I’m Not! 

I wonder when they will bring me 
my beer I ordered 1 and a half 
hour ago. 

Again somebody knocks on the door- 
.If I’m interested in going on an 
organised trip through town.No I’m 
not. 

Finally the beer arrived. Why did 
it take so long?"Beer only in lis- 
cence store mister.Liscence store 
far away.Me go with rickshaw to 
buy beer fo you. You must pay me 
sir. 75 Rupees. 

And bakshees mister."Damn,this 
beer costed me 85 rupees. 

May 13,1993. Varanasi, India. 

I left the hotel for what it was 
and found a cheap pension near the 
Ganges.Some more travellers seem 
to hang out here. 

I met a woman from Canada who came 
from Sri Lanka. She was telling me 
about how she saw these people in 
small huts in the bush were wat¬ 
ching Beverly Hills on telley.lt 
was so out of place.Cultural ter- 











rorism is destroying cultures all 
around the world. We decide to go 
to the Ganges and see life going 
on there.lt f s supposed to be a 
very mystical place.We rent a 
small boat and of we go. People 
everywhere.lt is so impressive.Th¬ 
ousands and thousands of people 
are having a bath in the ri¬ 
ver. It f s supposed to clean their 
soul. People are washing their clo¬ 
ths,dead bodies are getting burned 
on several burning gaths,so the 
holy river can take away their 
ashes to the Ocean.This river is 
the sewage of the town, the toi¬ 
let, the swimmingpool, the cremato¬ 
rium.! see young kids drinking the 
water,and thus keeping the starva- 
tionrates high.It blasts me away- 
. We come closer to one of the bur¬ 
ning gaths.I can see a dead body 
being burned in close-up. They pla¬ 
ce the dead on top of a pile of 
wood, and then they put the whole 
lot on fire. A man stands next to 
hurningplace and with a stick he 
pokes the arm back into the fire 
when it had fallen out.formal. 

We cross the river to the desert¬ 
like plain on the other other si¬ 
de. People come here to have a tea 
and relax.Chris and I went for a 
small walk. I see a dog ripping 
apart something.As we come closer 
we see the dog is eating a dead 
baby. 


I'm shocked, because I am not shoc¬ 
ked seeing this.It has become a 
part of everyday life in India. Pe¬ 
ople just don’t mind.Is it horri¬ 
ble, or is life and death so equ- 
al?Chris can’t handle it.She sta¬ 
rts crying. 

I guess I didn’t fully understand 
what I saw today. 

The parents of the baby probably 
didn’t have enough money to buy 
wood for the cremation of their 
kid,so they just put it in the ri¬ 
ver, so it can take it away to the 
Ocean. 

It is so goddamn weird that these 
things are considered being normal 
in India.If this would happen in 
any Western country it would get 
headlines in the papers. He re it 
just doesn’t mean anything. Li fe is 
worth nothing. 

May 14 ,1993. Varanasi,India. 

I woke up several times this night 
with the vision of the dog ripping 
apart the baby.I am restless.A lot 
of things keep on spinning through 
my head.I just can’t put them into 
words. 


May 21,1993.New Delhi,India. 

I’ve been in India for over a week 
now. I visited the Taj Mahal.lt was 
boring. I arrived yesterday late at 
night in New Delhi by bus. I wasn’t 
too keen on going into town to 
find a cheap place to stay.But the 
tourist camp"just opposite the 
buss tat ion was a bit too much of 
the bad things for my taste. 







Too many moskitos and fear of ma¬ 
laria made me decide to try and 
find some sort of decent accomoda¬ 
tion. I asked this rickshawdriver 
to bring me to a cheap place. I 
promised him a good pay.Off we 
go. On the way down to the centre i 
see all the homeless people cam¬ 
ping out in the streets.There’s 
just so many of them. Two out of 
the nine million inhabitants of 
Delhi are homeless.lt is so im¬ 
pressive. It is not that in every 
corner someone would hi¬ 
de. No. They’re everywhere.Like mat¬ 
ches in a box. People who have ab¬ 
solutely nothing.Just a piece of 
cloth around their geni¬ 
tals. Nothing more. Not even somet¬ 
hing to sleep on. No privacy at 
all. Nothing. Nothing. Nothing. 

Their dignity stolen.Nothing to 
live for. I felt completely out of 
place.I found a nice place to sta- 
y.Small,but cheap. 

Delhi seems to be fucking weird. E- 
arly this morning I want to Con- 
nought Place,the administration 
part of town to cash some travel - 
lercgeques.On my way there beggars 
would keep on following me.Many of 
them have leprosy.Their hands,legs 
and parts of their faces are rot¬ 
ten away. They move on selfmade 
"skateboards”.They have no limbs- 


• No legs, and keep on asking for 
baksheesh.Oh well.I’ll have to 
deal with it I guess. Give them a 
smile,but no money.What would it 
solve anyway? 


May 29,1993 .Another manic busdrive 
from Nainital to Delhi. 

I escaped Delhi for a while.I’m 
still waiting for my Iran visum.lt 
should be stamped in my passport 
as soon as I get back to Delhi. I 
wanted to get out of this town for 
a few dkys so I booked a ticket to 
this resort town Nainital, in the 
mountains.11 ’s a 12 hour busdrive 
away from Delhi. I spent a few days 
there,and got really sick. Yester¬ 
day I went 17 times to the toi¬ 
let. I wonder where all this shit 
keeps coming from as I didn’t eat 
all day.I shit pus and blood,so it 
must be giardia. Worms in my body. I 
wanna leave India. It’s too much- 
.Can’t stand the heat, the sic¬ 
kness, the rip offs, the thieves.I 
just can’t handle it anymore.I am 
so fucking sick, but I had to eat 
something if I didn’t want to 
faint on the bus. Again it was one 
of these trips into hell. 

I was sitting on this bus.Comple¬ 
tely overbooked as usual.Driving 
out of the mountains,downhill.This 
morron who sits next to me keeps 
on persuading me to go to Kashair- 
.His uncle has a housboat on the 
Dallake,and I could stay there for 
’friendsprice".I told him several 
times I didn’t have any interest 
in getting my head blown of by 
some bomb.There is a civil war 
going on in Kashmir. Everybody is 
more or less shooting at everybo¬ 
dy. But this guy just keeps on tel¬ 
ling me how great it is. With a 
fake American accent,because he 
wants to act cool or something. I 
told him I was too sick and coul¬ 
dn’t be bothered at all with some 
Kashmir adventure.He keeps on tel¬ 
ling me all these stories,but I 
had to puke. So, I open the window 
(it was a "super de luxe” bus-it 
had windows. )and tell the guy who 
sits in front of me to lean his 












sent a bit forward so I can put my 
bead out and vomit. So, he puts his 
seat forward so I can get my head 
out the window.As soon as I bring 
my head out he pulls his seat back 
in normal position,so I couldn't 
move,with my head outside the 
bus. I puked. With my righthand I 
start to hit this guy in front of 
me so he would put his seat back 
forward and would be able to come 
back in.The whole bus is laughing 
their pants of.They thought it was 
<9 good joke. 


for this delay. Okay, finally we go 
again,and we arrive in the bussta- 
tion one hour later. When I want to 
get of, the driver stops me,and he 
asks for 500 rupees because he had 
to clean the puke of his fucking 
bus. I refused to pay him, but he 
wouldn't let me out without pay¬ 
ing. There were about 20 people 
still on the bus. They couldn't 
get off because this driver bloc- 
ced the door. They started yelling 
at me again.I had to pay. 

But, they didn't know that this boy 



When i 'm back in, this morron next 
to me starts moaning again about 
Kashmir.I couldn't be bothered 
any-more. 

Early in the morning we arrive in 
Delhi.Somewhere in the suburbs our 
bus got stopped by an army-ckeck- 
point. Me being the only foreigner 
on the bus, had to gi ve my pas¬ 
sport. It took them half an hour to 
understan-d who I was. Everyone in 
the bus starts yelling at me be¬ 
cause I am the one that is guilty 


is a punk.He will not shrink under 
pressure. I just put this bloke 
aside,and walked out. 

Gosh.I never experienced what it's 
like to be so much hated. I never 
felt before what it's like to be a 
victim of racism. 

Believe me that moment I hated all 
Indians. 




Tke but that brought ae to Lakore-Pakiitu 


June 1,1993.Lahore,Pakistan. 

I got here in the early after¬ 
noon. It feels so damn good to lea¬ 
ve India far behind me.The border- 
crossing was a bit hectic again. I 
arrived at two o'clock.Ho problems 
on the Indian side. The Pakistanis 
were crazy though. This official 
stole my pen. The bastard.”Nice 
pen”, he said. ”Now pen is mine”. 

I met a guy from Hew Zealand who 
was making his way back into Indi- 
a.He had spent 6 days in Paki¬ 
stan.The last 5 days of his rather 
short visit he spent in jail. He 
told me the following story:He 
arrived with six other people he 
had met in India, and the decided 
to stay in the same pension.So 
they went to the ”Travellers-Inn 
lodge” in Lahore and apparently 
the owner of this place had put 
some hash in their room. He later 
phoned the cops,and they searched 
the room.Of course they found the 
hash,and they arrested all seven 
of them. The guy I met could buy 
himself out of prison. He was the 
only one who still had 1200$.That 
was the money the cops asked when 


they wanted to bribe them.The ot¬ 
her six probably face a 6 months 
sentence behind the bars of a Pa¬ 
kistani jail.Of course the cops 
would pay this hotelowner.lt was 
all a set up. He was pretty para¬ 
noia about it.So,I am warned! 

I 'm staying in the Salvation Army 
guestroom.The billboard says the 
owner is a thief. He had stolen 
money and a camera last week.Seems 
to be a crazy place. I will sleep 
with all my valuables attached to 
my body,and my backpack chained 
and padlocked to the bed. 

But hey, Pakistan seems to be allr¬ 
ight. I met some nice people,and I 
found a shop where I can buy real 
bread and marmalade. This is hea¬ 
ven. 


























June 9,1993.Zahedan, Iran. 

Today I arrived in Iran. The trip 
down here took us 32 hours on a 
train through the desert.I left 
Quetta (Pakistan) yesterday mor¬ 
ning. The trip was insane.I didn't 
book for a first or second class 
seat, so I had to find myself a 
place somewhere in the thirdclass 
wagons. There was no free seat any¬ 
more so I had to install myself 
like all the other passen¬ 
gers. Those Pakistanis were quite 
friendly though. They just carry 
every possible junk on the train.- 
They bring stoves, so they can coo- 
k, chickens,pots. Unbel ievabl e. The 
train had a special carriage for 
camels only. You can imagine how 
this starts to smell within a cou¬ 
ple of hours.The camels just pee 
and shit right where they are.So,I 
found this nice little place,took 
my backpack as a seat,and enjoyed 
the people who stared at me.And so 
the journey went on.In de middle 
of nowhere this train stops.Outsi¬ 
de it must have been at least 50 9 - 
. The cool breeze when the train 
moves dissappeared. I couldn't 
stand it, and I fainted. All I reme- 
ber was this group of Pakistanis 
standing around me when they brou¬ 
ght me back to positives by thro¬ 
wing water all over me"Are you 
okay mister?Good?" 

"No definately not good, "I re¬ 
plied. 

They gave me some hot water to 
drink and a strange kind of fruit 
I never saw before in my life. 

A few hours later,when the train 
is on the move again, a young man 
comes to me and offers me a berth 
so I could sleep,and strech my 
legs. It was like a present from 
heaven. 

I didn't sleep that comfortable 
and woke up several times during 
the night.lt was amazing.The hos¬ 
pitality and friendliness of these 


people who barely had a thing. The 
group of men that invited me to 
stay in their company told me 
about their trip.I had the impres¬ 
sion that half of the people on 
the train were on pelgrimage to 
Mashad in Iran and the other half 
was about to try to get illegaly 
in Europe,in search for a better 
future. These young men borrowed a 
lot of money to pay for the trip 
to Istanbul where they would have 
to see a certain man who could 
give them a false passport and 
visum so they could enter Gree¬ 
ce, as a gateway to our beloved 
Western world. They needed a lot of 
money.If they would get problems 
at any border and if they would be 
repatriated, this would mean they 
would have to work their entire 
lives to pay back their loan for 
this trip. Again, I felt so fuckin' 
priv Hedged. 

In the late afternoon we arrived 
in Taftan,the small village at the 
border with Iran.The train stop¬ 
ped, and everybody had to go to 
customs in a wagon on a side¬ 
track. When I got out of the train- 
, the line-up was so incredibly 
long and the heat unbearable. 

A huge slogan on the wall said:"W- 
elcome to the Islamic Republic of 
Iran.""Down with superpowers of 
America and Israel", 
i don't really know what to think 
about it. Somehow I think it's pre¬ 
tty childish,but on the otherhand 
I more or less agree with this 
statement. 

I was in for a few hours queu¬ 
ing, when an Iranian soldier appro¬ 
ached me, took me by hand and took 
me to the front of the queue.My 
passport was stamped in less than 
5 minutes.My luggage didn't even 
get searched,despite the warnings 
of this "heavy" bordercros¬ 
sing. After customs,everybody had 
to go and line up to get malaria- 
tablets from the doctor. 



The whole procedure took us well 
over 4 hours,before the train took 
off into Iran.A mere 2 hours later 
we arrived in Zahedan.Other tra¬ 
vellers warned me about this town- 
.It could be pretty hostile.So 
close to the border of Pakistan 
and Afghanistan this town would be 
a harsh smuggle dem.lt took me 
some time to find a hotel that 
would let me stay there. I got a 
room together with a guy from Ja¬ 
pan. And, yes when the night was 
falling,we could hear gunfire in 
the black hills,just outside town. 

June 11 Zahedan,Iran 

When we checked out the hotel we 
had a fight with the owner.He wan¬ 
ted to let us pay 10 times more as 
the price we agreed on the other 
day.Still, it wouldn't have costed 
more than 8 dollars,but this was 
just a matter of principal. We end 
up paying 1400 rials each.(less 
than a dollar.) 

So far I didn't really experience 
the friendliness and hospitality 
that every traveller to Iran raves 
about.But then again,this is bor¬ 
der-area, and I noticed they're 
always more hostile than the rest ■ 
of the country. 

Akito,the Japanese guy,and I deci- | 
de to travel together towards Bam- jg 
,an Oasis about six hours away |f 
from Zahedan. . 

Late in the afternoon we make our 
way to one of the busstations. 


Again it s not that obvious to 
find out which bus to take.cus 
everything is written in Persian 
only. We had to wait another hour 
before a bus to Yazd would set 
of.They would drop us in Bam. 

While waiting at the busstati- 
on, well over a 20 people gathered 
around us and stared at us.Actualy 
I thought it was pretty funny. I* 
felt like a television. They were 
just sitting around us.Making com¬ 
ments in a language we couldn't 
understand.At a certain point they 
even started to touch us,like to 
check if we were real. 

The bus was pretty comfortable.A 
relief after Nepal,India and Paki¬ 
stan where you could easily brake 
your bones by just sitting in a 
bus. 

No longer than 15 minutes did it 
take us to get the first con¬ 
trol. Armed soldiers get on the 
bus. Everybody has to open their 
luggage.I assume they're searching 
for smuggled goods. 

Akito and I have to come in a si¬ 
de-off ice. The officials didn't 
spaek english.They ordered us to 
do something but we couldn't un¬ 
derstand what they wanted. It was 
m quite funny,but they weren't laug- m 
hing at all. They opened my dr in- ® 
^ king can and smelled at it. No it's \ . 
| not alcohol. They were probably f 
| looking for "indescent" material 
of "western decadence" ,but they 
couldn't find anything that really 
offended them. 





And off we go again. 30 Minutes 
later the bus got stopped again. 
Same procedure over again. The pe¬ 
ople on the bus seem to get pretty 
pissed about being controlled all 
the time. 

If we continue like this the trip 
will take us 12 hours instead of 
6 . 

And yes , there we go again for a 
third time. This time it seems for 
real. Everyone has to get out of 
the bus.It's well over mid¬ 
night, bastards. 

Men into one room, women in the 
other.Everybody undress seperatly 
in a room with two soldiers not 
older than 20. They kind of envied 
me and Akito.I noticed it the way 
they were looking at us. While eve¬ 
ry passenger gets controlled, a 
bunch of soldiers is searching the 
bus,like I never saw someone se¬ 
arching a bus on all my past tra¬ 
vels. With little hammers they 
knock on the floor,the roof, the 
sides... in order to find any se¬ 
cret places that would carry "il¬ 
legal" things. With a skrewdriver 
they open every little lamp...It*s 
hilatious,but it takes well over 
an hour and a half. And off we go 
again. 

At about 4 o’clock in the morning 
the bus drops us near Bam. 

We have to hitchike into the oa¬ 
sis town. It took, us only 20 minu¬ 
tes. And then try to find a place 
to spend the night.The only hotel 
we see didn’t want to tedce us,b- 
ecause we’re foreigners,and the 
state doesn’t allow them to do 
so. We don’t know what to do next- 
.Nobody speaks english and we’re 
dead tired. 

A police patrol stops and they 
make clear we have to get in the 
back.At that pouint we didn’t know 
what they were up to. Where they 
going to take us to the pol icesta- 
tion? 

No, they luckily didn’t.We stop at 
a musafurkhane,a lodge for travel¬ 
ling Iranians. They woke up the 
owners and told them we were allo¬ 
wed to stay in their place. We get 
a place on the floor,between a 
dozen sleeping Iranians.11’s a 
weird place,but i couldn’t be bot¬ 
hered and fell asleep right away. 


June 12,Bam,Iran. 

We wanted to see the Argh-e-Baa,- 
the medieval old part of the oa¬ 
sis, the reason why Akito and I 
came here in the first place. 

The situation looked pretty harsh 
for us. It was extremely hot,and we 
were not allowed to stay any lon¬ 
ger at the musafurkhane.So we wal¬ 
ked with all our packs towards the 
centre. 

Luck seemed to be at our side when 
a man approached us and asked whe¬ 
re we were going. We said we wanted 
to visit Arg-e-bam,but we didn’t 
have a place to stay.He offered us 
his house.lt didn’t take too long 
to decide. 

Minutes later we were sitting in 
this most beautifull house with a 
small innergarden with palm- 
trees. The sisters of this man bro¬ 
ught us some tea and cookies, and 
they told us we could stay as long 
as we wanted. I was stunned to see 
iranian women in miniskirts and t- 
shirts talking so openly to us.In- 
sisde the house they don’t have to 
wear the black chador, that comple¬ 
tely covers their body. We spoke 
alot and forgot about Arg-e-bsim. 

I felt these people were really 



opressed. They were not allowed to 
dress the way thay want, to speak 
with the person they want, to eat 
what they want, to drink what they 


are 


want...Still they were true mus- 
lims,but not the way the State 
wanted them to be. I felt so good 
with these people,who showed me 
nothing but friendliness. 

June 17, Bam, Iran. 

Today is my fifth day with the 
Amiri family.I love them.They took 
such a good care of me. Gave me 
wonderfull food and more important 
they let me share a part of their 
lives.They let me into their joys 
and pains,and i feel I’m learning 
alot about I ran. My idea about this 
country was very much based on the 
information I get back home in the 
Western press.They wanna let you 
believe this country has nothing 
but Islamic fundamentalists who 
are about to kill every Westener. I 
also wish that every fuckin racist 
and neo nazi would experience what 
i experience here.The hospitality 
is amazing.This family took me in 
their house like I was their son. 
They indead speak alot about Allah 
and the Koran,but when I told them 
I am an atheist they didn’t want 
to put their believes through.They 
respected it more than any practi¬ 
sing christ ism i know back ho¬ 
me. But then again,these people 
might be an exception. 

They told me about the sha , about 
Khomeini smd about Rafsjanjani and 
about how the general poulation of 
Iran feels cheated by the Islamic 
revolution that was going to bring 
them freedom,but offers them not¬ 
hing but laws smd stupid regulati¬ 
ons, and is only there to serve the 
die hard islamic mullahs and keep 
them in power. Iran is the only 
country that i visited apart from 
Kurdistsm where I feel everyday 
how much the people hate the go¬ 
vernors. 

The other day I was going to the 
bazaar with Akito. The Islsuaic po¬ 
lice was patrolling non-stop in 
their cars with megaphones on top 
of them. Whenever they see so¬ 
mething that doesn’t fit into 
their interpretation of the laws 
from the Koran they order through 
the megaphone what these people 
have to do. 

Like women who wear make up have 
to wash their face in public. Women 
who don’t cover up their hair com¬ 
pletely get the order to put the 


veil on in proper way. Beggars 
not alio 

wed to sit at the entrance of the 
bazaar,... To me it’sfuckin’ scien¬ 
ce fiction in the worst way. No 
wonder people hate the mullahs. 

The past several days Akito and me 
went to see the medieval part of 
town,which is completely built in 
sandstone.I was stunned by the 
beauty.Only about six families 
still live in this part of the 
town. It has a gosthy feel to it.It 
is just now that I realise Bam is 
really an oasis. The palmtrees make 
this place in the middle of the 
desert somehow liveable,but the 
heat is unbearable most of the 
day. 

Today Akito left to Esfahan.I will 
leave tommorrow to Shiraz near the 
Iraqi border.lt was nice travel¬ 
ling with him.He was o ir erlanding 
from Japan to Ireland.The Amiri 
family invited the neighboors to 
have a farewell party this after¬ 
noon. It was really funny. We dan¬ 
ced, 1istened to the worst indian 
popmusic which is really popular 
overhere.Ali asked his sister to 
get some drinks of "the bott¬ 
le". She came back with six glasses 
of homebrew vodka,which is really 
illegal down here. Fuckin’ hell 
boyee, this is really strong stuff- 
.After we finished our glass they 
gave everyone chewing gum,so nobo¬ 
dy could smell we drank alcohol. 
When everybody was gone,Fati came 
to me and told me how much she 
liked me. She was going to marry 
within a few months. Then she gave 
me a silver necklace.I felt really 
uncomfortable. 

I promised I’d stay in touch with 
here. And sure I will. I want them 
all to come to Belgium, so I can 
show them around,but the chance 
that will happen is really small - 
. They won’t get any visas, and sup¬ 
pose they did get them, they would 
never have enough cash to cover 
the expenses. 

June 18,Bam,Iran 

I cried when I left the Amiri fa¬ 
mily today. Fati cried as well. 

I ’m gonna miss them. 

Tonight I’ll arrive in Shiraz.I 
wonder what will happen next. 






June 26,Esfahan,Iran. 

I only stayed 2 days in Shi¬ 
raz. And now it’s almost a week I’m 
here in Esfahan.This town is ama¬ 
zing. The colors of the Mashed-Iman 
mosque change every hour. 

When i first got here I was stun¬ 
ned hy the beauty of the mozai- 
ques.This is definately the most 
amazing building I saw in my life. 
The people here are extremely fri¬ 
endly as well. Sometimes it’s even 
bothering me. Every 2 minutes some¬ 
one taps on my shoulder and asks 
me the same questions over and 
over again. 

"Hello mister,can I speak to you?” 
"Sure,go ahead" 

"Where do you come from?", "Are you 
married?","Are you a student?"!t’s 
like they never saw a westener 
before.An I must admit,I maybe met 
4 more travellers the past 16 
days. 

But when it’s getting too much I 
just tell them I come from the 
United States of America,and they 
always run away as fast as they 
can,because the mullahs wouldn’t 
let them speak to a citizen of 
this "state of satan".Hilarious. 

A few days ago i met Sonoko from 
japan and Marc from New Zea¬ 
land. They met up before.1 like 
them,and we decide to head to Tur¬ 
key together.Marc is the most sar¬ 
castic guy I ever met. 

We would go out to the park where 
the students hang out.It doesn’t 
take too long before they start to 
ask the same quest ions...in the 
end we just start to joke with it 
because it’s getting too boring to 
answer the same question over a 
million times a day. 

So, this guy came up to us and as¬ 
ked where we came from. . . 

"We’re from Timboektoe" 

"Where is this?" 

"It’s a small country north of 
Finland.Don ’ t you know it?It ’s 
the only country where people have 
6 toes. " 

"Oh,really,I didn’t know that." 

"What a Dooo you athinkha of myee 
engliesh?” 

"Well, to be honest we think it’s 
really bad,you ’ll have to practi¬ 
se alot. more ,..." 

But it seems like most Iranians 


have a good sense of humor. I like 
that. 

I keep on running into the same 
people. Yesterdey evening I walked 
back from the teahouse where I 
went for my daily pot of tea and 
waterpipe when a guy was yelling 
at me. 

When I turned around I saw the 
same guy from Korea that I met In 
Lahore Pakistan. He couldn’t find a 
hotel that would let him stay,so I 
told him he could stay in my roo- 
m,as there was another bed. He was 
mysterious. He said he was never 
going to go back to Korea, but he 
couldn’t tell me why.Something 
very bad had happened to him over- 


there.His clothes were completely 
ripped, and he was travelling so 
low budget that it was hardly to 
believe. His english wasn’t too 
good neither. 

Today he told me he had homosexual 
fantasies last night.He knows I’m 
gay, because we spoke about it in 
Lahore.I didn’t feel too comforta¬ 
ble. Just imagine we would get of 
together...in a country that has 
the deathpenalty on homosexuali¬ 
ty. I wouldn’t dare. 

He left this afternoon. No idea 
were he would end up later. 

Sonoko,Marc and I are leaving to 
Teheran tommorrow. 

I have great memories of my time 
here in Esfahan. 

June 30,Teheran,Iran. 

This is absolutely the biggest 
town I’ve ever been too. There’s 
over a 14 million people living 
here. 

It took us 4 hours by taxi to go 
from the west to the north bus- 
staion. 

We went to the Caspian sea when we 
first got here.It was nice.really 
lush,compared to the rest of Iran- 
,which is all desert. 

When we checked in the Musaferkha- 
ne they told us we couldn’t stay 
in the same room if either me or 
Marc wasn’t married with Sonoko.So 
we told the owner that Marc mar¬ 
ried her and I was their son.Haha- 
.Marc is 2 6, Sonoko 28 and I am 
22,and we’re all from different 
continents.I think the owner did¬ 
n’t really care.He wrote it down 
and gave us a room. 

July 1, Teheran,I ran. 

Today we went to the former Ameri¬ 
can embassy.lt closed down after 
the islamic revolution. The walls 
are covered with slogans like 
"down with the satanic superpower 
of the united states".According to 
the propaganda material they han¬ 
ded us 98X of the Iran isms support 
the islamic revolution.It’s weird- 
, because I only seem to meet the 
other 2X. 

The owner of the hotel got really 
mad at Sonoko because she went to 
the toilet without covering her 
hair. Everything is really too st¬ 
rict here.Although Sonoko told me 
that she didn’t 


get that much hassles as in Paki¬ 
stan or Turkey.lt seems like they 
have much more respect for women 
here,and the social control is 
also alot bigger. If someone would 
say something nasty,he would de¬ 
finately get some remarks from 
fellow Iranians. 

We bought a newspaper today.lt 
said there where alot of troubles 
in kurdi stem. And that’s where 
we’re going too next. 

We have no other choice. 

Iraq is off limits.The Russian 
part of Azerbeidjan is in civil 
war, and foreigners are not allowed 
to fly out of Iran if they don’t 
have the right permit.Something 
none of us has. 

So, let’s hope nothing bad will 
happen to us. 

I have the advantage of knowing 
Turkish kurdistan pretty well,bec¬ 
ause I travelled in that region 
last year and i’ve been reading 
alot about it.Like the Muslims 
would say... "ins 
hallah."It’s up to gods will. 

A young guy invited us in his hou¬ 
se for dinner. After we had ea¬ 
ten, he rolled a big joint. If we 
get caught now.We definately end 
up in jail for a few years.A fri¬ 
end of this guy showed us his bac- 
k.It still showed the scars of of 
a whip. They found out he had alco¬ 
hol in his house, so they hit him 
80 times with a whip.4 Years ago.- 
Its seems like the Middle Ages. 

The longer I stay in I ran,how more 
difficult it gets for me to under¬ 
stand this society. People are so 
goddamn oppressed,and they don’t 
dare to do anything because the 
reppression is overwhelming and 
intimidating. 

July 4,Doghubayezit,Kurdistan. 

Yesterday night was the most scary 
night of my life. 

I experienced war.Fullblown war. 

We arrived here around 9pm.It took 
us 5 hours to cross the border 
with Turkey.Iranian customs were 
harsh. 

We were dead tired of the bustrip 
and the customs. We found ourselves 
a cheap pension attached to the 
polices tat ion. Our room was on the 
groundfloor,our window open. 

We went to bed pretty early.Around 
11.30pm gunfire woke us up. 







There was shooting outside. So clo- 
sebv that we could hear the bul¬ 
lets from the machinegun falling 
on the ground. I was in panic. Who 
the fuck were they shooting at?Who 
was shooting?Why? 

Marc was in panic. 

I was out of my head. 

Sonoko took it cool.She closed the 
window,and on our hands and knees 
we rushed out the room to the ot¬ 
her side of the pension.Away from 
the shooting. 

The shouting lasted for about 10 


nded or dead?Just 10 meters away 
from our room. Armed men were run¬ 
ning through the street.Shouting 
at eachother. Who were they?PKK?Po- 
lice? 

We saw armed men go into the house 
on the other side of the street.E- 
very light they switcehed on,and 
in James Bond style they were loo¬ 
king in every corner. 

Tanks rolled into the street.Their 
loops were moving from left to 
right.Ready to fire. 

This lasted for about 45 minu- 


* 

War is confirmation of the imposed reality in which u>e 
exist. A constant violent reminder of the lengths to which 
those that impose that reality will go. We are prisoners 
within that reality until ivt" create our own. 

We don’t have civilisation any more. We have a state of 
barbarism. .4 state of barbarism in which it-t> are daily, 
hourly, threatening with annihilation our fellow citizens. 
Now, looking at you I know one thing, we can win, we can 
win. I want you to, / want you to sense your own strength. 

* 


/ 1 

minutes.We could hear gunfire in 
every part of the small town.No 
one came up to us to tell us what 
was going on. 

Then there was this big explosion. 
The glass from every window seemed 
to be broken.The whole building 
was shaking. 

This was the end. 

I never believed I was going to 
survive this. 

What was this?Are they bombing the 
town? 

More shooting and shouting on the 
street. Was it a few minutes or 
half an hour later that the gunfi¬ 
re seemed to move away from our 
area?I can' t remeber.I was sha¬ 
king, crying.Marc was over the top- 
.He couldn't handle it. 

We dared to make our way back to 
our room to look outside. 

A man was lying in the street. Wou- 


tes.Then armed men came into our 
room.They weren 't uni formed.Asked 
our passports,and looked under the 
beds. We asked them what was going 
on. We didn't get a reply. 

The shooting lasted all night in 
the hills. We didn't sleep. 

Early this morning we wanted to 
get out of here. We rushed to the 
busstation. No one was out in the 
street.The busstation was empty.A 
man came up to us and told us the¬ 
re were no busses that day. The 
Turkish police didn't allow any 
Kurdish economical activity for an 
unknown period of time.We asked 
what happened the other day. 
Apparantly the PKK attacked a ho¬ 
tel where the owner sold alcohol 
to the Kurdish people. The PKK doe¬ 
sn't want the Kurdish people to 


drink alcohol,but stick to the 
Kurdish struggle. The Police fired 
at them, and as a reply the PKK had 
launched a missile into the poli- 
cestation.With the known re¬ 
sult... no busses,no shops,no res¬ 

taurants. What were we going to do? 
We tried to fiend an organised 

package tour who come here to vist 
the Ishak Pasa castle,and Mount 
Ararat,so we could possibly get 

out of this remote town with their 
bus. 2 other solo travellers had 
already taken to only 2 available 
free seats. 

We 're trapped. 

So. Know we're here,waiting until 
the Turkish army allows the Kurds 
again to reopen their shops and 
the busstation.How long would that 
take?The guy couldn't tell us.Pro¬ 
bably a week or so. 

Anyway,we changed ho tel. We're now 
staying at the same lodge I was 
staying last year. The two brothers 
who own the place remembered me. Ci¬ 
ne of them is help full. And horny 
as hell. 

So we just hung around and waited 
what would happen next.There was 
nothing more we could do. 

July 5,Doghubayezit,Kurdistan. 

Today we walked to to Ishak Pa¬ 
sa, the castle. I know the guy who 
guides tourists there from last 
year.He invited us for dinner and 
told us about Kurdistan and about 
how the Turkish government would¬ 
n't let kurdish people study so 
they could set up their own bus- 
nisses.Also about the desperate 
struggle from the PKK. They have 
alot of supporters because there's 
not really an alternative for the¬ 
rn. He also Questioned their attack 
of 2 days ago. They were going to 
loose alot of support when they 
started to attack the rights of 
Kurdish people to drink wathever 
they want. 

July 6, Doghubayezit, kurdistan. 

Still everything closed today.No 
chance we could leave the area.It 
is a good experience to see the 
Kurdish people holding their dig¬ 
nity in this situation.It's also a 


good experience to feel what it's 
like to live in wartime.To feel 
the tension, but also the hope for 
a better future. 

July 7,Doghubayezit,Kurdistan. 

Are we ever going to leave this 
place?Karim, the horny hotel owner 
told us there was heavy guerrilla 
warfare in the' area we have to 
pass when we want to leave this 
place. 

Last night there was gunfire again 
in the hills surrounding the town- 
.It's weird. I get used to it. It 
doesn't bother me that much anymo¬ 
re. 

We play cards all day, and make 
silly jokes with Karim. 

He asked me to come to his room. He 
was half naked.I thaught he wanted 
to do some hot stuff with me, but 
according to his stories he's st¬ 
raight as fuck. 

He throwed me on the bed and he 
started to fight.We rolled over 
the floor and laughed, but he did¬ 
n't approach me sexualy,but it was 
very physical to say the least. 

I told Marc what happened. We joke 
around alot,because there's not¬ 
hing else we can do. 

July 8, Doghubayezit, Kurd is tan. 
Sonoko made noodle soup with spag¬ 
hetti. 

Karim told us that he found women 
who make love with women very str¬ 
ange. 

Marc told him things might get 
really strange when he knows eve¬ 
rything about us. I didn't think 
Karim understood what he ment. 

July 9,Doghubayezit,Kurdis tan. 
There's a. chance that we could 
leave this place tomorrow. 

Marc has to go to Van. Which means 
he has to travel through an area 
with alot of guerilla activity. So¬ 
noko and I decide to go to the 
other side. We 'll be heading to¬ 
wards Armenia to see the old Arme¬ 
nian settlement of Ani in the mou¬ 
ntains. It would be a less dange¬ 
rous route, but we have to go to 
Van later on if we ever want to 
get out of here.But we're playing 



i t safe and we hope for a more 
peaceful1 time somewhere next 
week. 

It was our last night together.So 
Karim got us some beers and we had 
a party while we could hear the 
shooting just outside town. 

July 10, Kars,Kurdistan. 

Yes!We*re out!Sonoko and I took a 
bus to Kars.The scenery was breat¬ 
htaking. So were the tanks we pas¬ 
sed on our way down here. 

The owner of the pension is a joly 
old man.He came to our room and 
shared some raki with us. I was 
pissed. So was Sonoko and so was 
the old man.He was really friendly 
to us. Let us stay for free. All 
people were his brothers. 

Tomorrow we're going into the mou¬ 
ntains to the site of Ani. 

July 13, Van,Kurdistan. 

I can't take it anymore ,it's too 
much.War is obscene.I knew we 
would be in danger travelling 
through this area,but we really 
had no choice. 

Tomorrow I'm leaving to Gree¬ 
ce. I've had enough. 

We spend 8 hours on a bus. The 
first 4 hours were allright. 

But when we approached Bitlis the¬ 
re were more and more soldiers and 
tanks on the road and in the hi¬ 
lls. 

When we stopped to have lunch in 
some remote village the news was 
on. 

It said that 38 people got killed 
in an attack on a bus in Erzin¬ 
scan, a 150 kilometers from where 
we were. It was with fear that I 
got back on the bus.The tension 
was not nice,to say the least.At a 
certain point we reached a brid¬ 
ge. The PKK had bombed it the week 


before, so we had to pass through 
an improvised road.An army truck 
was on fire, the soldiers all aro¬ 
und in the hills. I could see on 
their faces something really heavy 
was going on.All of a sudden the 
hell breaks loose. Everybody laid 
down on the floor of the bus.Sono¬ 
ko and I didn't understand what 
was happening. 

Gunfire. 

4 Bullets hit the bus 3 meters 
behind ay back. What the hell is 
this?It's only a few minutes later 
that I get a nervous breakdown.No¬ 
body got hit, the bus kept on dri¬ 
ving. I flirted with death. Li fe is 
worth nothing. War is insane. 

We arrived safe in Van. 

No more mister hero for me.I'll go 
on holidays in Beni dorm next ye¬ 
ar. No, even better,I'm not going 
anywhere next year.I love travel¬ 
ling, but I didn't want this. 

I love my life way too much.Hell 
yes, I love my life. I 'a so happy to 
be alive,and to be able to leave 
this mad place. 

First thing tommorow morning,a bus 
out of here. I'm signing for a 40 
hour busdrive to Marmaris where I 
can take a boat to Rhodes, Europe. I 
don’t care.Let it be a busdrive of 
80 hours,I'a out of here! 

Sonoko will go straight to Istan¬ 
bul. I'll miss her.She's sweet. 

How much can you take? 

My strength goes to the struggle 
of the Kurdish people who are so 
brutally oppressed. I 've experien¬ 
ced it.Only a fraction of it,but 
it made me understand their deter¬ 
mination for independence. 

I 'm confused. I'a happy. I 'm af¬ 

raid. I am sad.I am outraged. 

I guess thats what I am travelling 
for. To understand reality. 


It’s our world. Stolen every day. We can make ourselves 
stronger. We can make it harder for them to steal. Perhaps, 
impossible to steal. They will fuck off when they have no 
other way to turn. 
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THOSE WHO STEP OUT OF LINE ABE REGARDED WITH 
DISRESPECT, BECAUSE THEY ARE THE REFLECTION OF 
THE IMPRISONMENT OF THE FOOLS WHO SWALLOW IT 
ALL. WE WILL ALWAYS BE CONTROLLED BY THE COPS OF 
OUR SOCIETY. A SOCIETY WHERE EVERYBODY WANTS TO 
BE COP, BEADY TO JUDGE, CONDEMN AND MAKE YOU OBEY 
TO ALL THE UNWRITTEN LAWS. THEY WILL JUDGE YOU 
MINUTE BY MINUTE, THEY WILL CONTROL YOU > EVERY 
DAY OF YOUR GODDAMN LIFE.DON'T EVEN TRY TO STEP 
OUT OF LINE. YOU WILL ALWAYS BE CONDEMNED BY 
THE STUPIDITY OF THE MASSES WHO SWALLOW ALL THE 

I j LIES AND HATRED BECAUSE THEY HAVE NOTHING TO 

I live for.you will be imprisoned by the cops of 

i OUR SOCIETY! YOUR BOSS IS A COP, THE MEDIA IS A 
COP, MONEY IS A COP, THE NEWS IS A COP, THE NE¬ 
WSPAPER IS A COP, THE ADVERTISERS ARE COPS, FAS¬ 
HION IS A COP, THE ALABMCLOCK IS A COP, THE 
STA NDARD OF HETEROSEXUALITY IS A COP BECAUSE | 
THEY ALL TELL YOU HOW TO LIVE YOUR FUCKIN LIVES. 

I WANT TO KILL A COP. KICK IT, BURN IT, SMASH IT . 
•TILL IT FUCKIN BREAKS! 


SSSSSM 


FREAK 

WILL INFECT & MAKE YOU WEAK 


CARA IS PROBABLY ONE OF THE MOST BEAUTIFULL PERSONS I EVER GOT TO KNOW I 
MET HER FOR THE FIRST TIME IN THE WINTER OF 1992-1993 IN A SQUAT IN ROMF 
WHEN I VISITED SOME FRIENDS UPTHERE. Q ? IN R ° ME 

THE SITUATION WAS PRETTY GRIM THAT PERIOD.MOST OF MY FRIENDS JUST GOT 

W SES!"*™? ITVeR 

SKX 1 :, ENDLESS NIGHTS """ L0VE -FRIENDSHIP AND 


In harmony with the increasing 
number of shaven-headed youth acr¬ 
oss Europe and the US sporting 
proud to be British/Gerroan/Itali- 
an"patches and tattoos, is the 
ever stronger tendency towards 
pre-packaged sexuality, "proud to 
be gay/straight/dyke."The label¬ 
ling and classification of sexua¬ 
lity, whe 

ther by conservative politicians 
or by radical queers restricts 
each individual’s sexuality and 
limits the shere of possibilities 
in human relationships. 

Sexuality in this society has 
been smashed down,stepped on and 
wrung out until the last drop of 
its sweet,tart and tasty juice 
slid out and dripped onto the flo¬ 
or.Working hard to accomplish this 
were Christianity and the capita¬ 
list state.The Christians with 
their biblical moralsism believe 
that sex is only for the purpose 
of reproduction-a concept which 
dates back to Socratic and Plato¬ 
nic thought.Along this same line 
of wisdom are the ideas that an 
individual should choose one per¬ 
son with whom to have sex ,and 
then wait for permission from the 
church and the state (marriage) to 
do it.The comical irony of Chris¬ 
tian moralism is the Christians’ 
unawareness of how sexual their 
savior,Jesus,actually is.Huitall 
Konell describes,:"I have a friend 
who observed,’What could be more 
pornographic than a crusifix?* 
Here you have this virgin body 
that is totally SM*d,woun¬ 

ded, bloody , crushed against a res¬ 
traint and naked in pure offering 
in a sacrificial ceremonial." 

The capitalist state strives 
to impose upon its citizens com¬ 


pulsory heterosexuality,using laws 
and Christianity as its means.In 
’’The Family,The State,and Private 
Property" Engels defines the nu¬ 
clear family as an economic unit 
upon which the maintenance of ca¬ 
pitalism is dependent.The man is 
the worker in the capitalist work¬ 
force, and the woman is the repro¬ 
ducer, by re-energing through the 
maintenance of meals and the ho¬ 
me,and by raising children who 
will continue this process.To meet 
the rising demand for resources 
under capitalism in current times 
women have joined the workforce, 
hiring out for the reproducers at 
home and thereby creating an ever¬ 
more stratified society.The socie¬ 
ty based upon the nuclear family 
yeilds compulsory heterosexuality 
and leaves no room for other sexu¬ 
al tenencies or perversions. 

The state ,dependent on hete¬ 
rosexuality for the maintenance of 
capitalism attempts to use laws to 
enforce monogamous heterosexuali¬ 
ty. Adultry and homosexuality are 
considered deviant,unmoral and a 
threat to society, and therefore 
are outlawed.The absurdity of such 
thinking is revealed when one 
looks at the situation historical¬ 
ly. In societies such as that of 
ancient Greece where non-monogamy 
and homosexuality were standard 
practice,there was no need to out¬ 
law monogamy and heterosexuality!A 
heterosexual monogamous society 
requires imposed social control 
for the maintenance of the capi¬ 
talist state. 

The repression of sexuality by 
the state and Christianity has 
resulted in an uprising on the 
part of those labeled "sexual per¬ 
verts - gays,Lesbians,B i-sexu - 






als,Transvest ites and others who’s 
desires weren’t to get married and 
produce babies to replenish the 
workforce.These individuals of 
subculture have been coming out 
and proudly demanding their iden¬ 
tity and culture. The need for 
such group affinity is recogniza¬ 
ble and real,nevertheless the la¬ 
belling and stereo-typing of sexu¬ 
al identity only limits the realms 
of sexuality. 

Eliminating the repressive 
categories of sexual preference 
requires the redefining of sexua¬ 
lity. Instead of heterosexual and 
homosexual we have the homo-sapien 
as a sexual being.Nor does there 
need to be any such thing as "sex¬ 
ual” and "non sexual" relations¬ 
hips between people.lt is de¬ 
structive to polarize relations¬ 
hips in such a manner,as as rela¬ 
tionship between two people is 
instricately dynamic, a unique web 
of threads - emotional,physi¬ 
cal ,intellectual,spiritual, etc...- 
Also sexual, and always sexual, at 
some level. 

The sexual aspect of a relations¬ 
hip does not necessarily mandate 
genital contact. The sexual can 
and does show various faces in 
different ways in each relations¬ 
hip and in each moment of contact 
and communication between two pe¬ 
ople. Equally so a relationship 
involving genital contact is not 
only sexual as the desire for ge¬ 
nital contact - sex does not stem 
only from the sexual aspect of the 
relationship. 

Putting labels on sexuality 
only limits our own sexuality and 
the potential sexual contact (phy¬ 
sical or non-physical) possible 
with others.Instead of thinking, 
"Im Gay/Bi/ a Dyke" etc., why not 
just think, "I’m sexual",as I am 
emot ional, intellectual, spiritu¬ 
al, etc. The sense of identity and 
culture provided by buying one of 
the pre-packaged sexualities can 
be re-established as well in a 
more dynamic way. "I am a Dyke 
therefore I act,look,talk and 
think as a Dyke" is so limiting. 
Instead, first discover the iden¬ 


tity of your SELF and then reach 
out in all directions to find the 
people and cultures with which you 
find affinity. 

Performance Artist Diamanda 
Galas says ;"A what? Woman,man,I 
am a fucking nigger ,white per¬ 
son, lesbian, homosexual ,witch , sn¬ 
ake, vampire,wathever."And Homocult 
out of Manchester,England puts it 
best;" Open your mouth,ar- 
se,cunt,mind,dick,body,1et your 
juices flow and fuck the rich!" 
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THERE IS NO GOD 

JUST BOSS 

THERE IS NO DEVIL 



THEY THINK THEY CAN MAKE US 
ASHAMED 
LORD MASTER GOD BOSS 


IGNORANCE THEYCALL INNOCENCE 

THAT'S RICH 

DO WRONG TALK WRONG THINK WRONG 
MAKE THIS THEIR HELL ON EARTH 
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GIVE ME MORE 
PERSONAL SHIT! 

I met so many people who are af¬ 
raid of talking about personal,in¬ 
timate matters.And I think it’s 
very funny to see that whenever i 
start talking about my personal 
relations,secrets and ,above all 
,my sexlife how many people are 
getting intersted. 

Then they go like:"can i ask you a 
personal question?" 

Sure you can!Ask me the most per¬ 
sonal questions you want,and I *11 
tell you more about it than you’ll 
ever want to know! 

Actualy I wrote a whole piece of 
my experiences on onenightstands. 
I’ve been very doubtfull about 
wether i should print it in here 
or not. In the end I thought all 
that I wrote was plain crap,so i 
deleted it. 

Then I had some friends staying in 
my flat,and when I was telling 
them about a few experiences I had 
with some boys they shou- 

ted:"Print it,print it,it’s fuc¬ 
kin’ intresting!" 

In every person there is this voy¬ 
eurism that makes them want to 
know about the most intimate,per¬ 
sonal things of another person.I 
think people can learn from it,or 
get inspiration,or courage out of 
it. 

When I first came out as queer, I 
didn’t know of anybody who had the 
same feelings as I did.But gradua- 
ly,the more people I told about 
it, the more people were say¬ 
ing: "Hell yes,I’m glad you dare to 
tell,I have the same feelings so¬ 
metimes" . 

All of a sudden they kind of pop¬ 
ped out everywhere. 

But,hey,do not call them queer!Th- 
at’s an assault!They are willing 
to admit it to me,but no way they¬ 
’re going to tell other people 
about it.They have girlfriends,so 
why should they bother? 


1 *11 tell you,of all the boys I 
did some hot stuff with only one 
third admitted they are queer. 

3 out of the 9 boys ! 

2 of those three consider themsel¬ 
ves being bisexual,and they are 
open about it. 

1 was openly full gay. 

The other 6,with whom I played 
call themselves hetero 
.4 from these 6 I had more than 
once sex with, so I guess it was 
more than just curiosity. 

The 2 others I couldn’t have more 
than once sex with,because I met 
them while being on the road,and 
our roads only passed by coinsi- 
dence. 

Funny innit? 

What are these mister big hetero*s 
afraid of? 

Why should they care?They have 
girlfriends,or they had girlfrien¬ 
ds, so it would be too confusing if 
they admitted?Oh boy,get lost. 

Why can’t they be honest about 
what they feel?Or are they honest 
when they are just silent about 
it? 

If you are hetero, that * s great for 
you,but if you sometimes have ho¬ 
mosexual desires,don *t be afraid 
to tell about it. 

You’ve got nothing to loose (but 
your virginity). 

About one-nightstands.I thought I 
could never do it. 

Christianity and straight edge 
made me believe it was immoral or 
I was fucking with someones head. 
Fuck you all.I will decide for 
myself what morality is and what 
not.I don’t need you to do that 
for me. 

One nightstands are only good for 
physical and sexual pleasure.Love 
is most of the time not really 
involved. 

Actualy I do believe sex is alot 
more fun when you love the person- 
,and you know him/her. 

If you don’t really know the per¬ 
son, it’s only physical.And what’s 
wrong with that? 

What’s wrong with saying a person 
you find really beautifull 


that you’re attrackted to him/her? 

I have a friend who went to a fes¬ 
tival, and he wrote on small pieces 
°f paper sentences like "I like 
you V'l feel attrackted to you","- 
Boy ,are you beautifull!" etc...He 
just gave them to the people he 
wanted to meet. I think this is so 
fantastic! 

People are are way too afraid of 
getting in contact with eachother. 
What the fuck do you have to loos- 
e?You can only win.Come out of 
your personal gettho and start to 
learn people better.It’s fun.Y- 
ou’ll learn alot. 

Hell yes,ask me personal questi¬ 
ons, don’t be afraid about it! 

Break down the wall that you build 
around your ego.Around your¬ 
self. Letting people in will sake 
you vulnerable.You’11 take a risk 
of being hurt,or being misunder¬ 
stood. But at least people will 
know you as you are.And this ho¬ 
nesty means alot more than being 
liked by alot of people.And if you 
truly want to live,you’ll have to 
take some risks my friend. 

Fuck who you want, whenever you 
want,how much you want,how you 
want.Enjoy it.Don’t feel ashamed 
about it. 



Fave tunes: (if that’s any of your 
interest-but it fills up some emp¬ 
ty space!) 

Rorschach-Protestant LP 
Acme-7" 

Neurosis-all 
Sol In Victus-all 

Still Life-From angry heads with 

skyward eyes 2LP 

Born Against-all 

Unhinged-demo 

Abyss-7" 

Graue Zellen-live 
Naytia-1ive 

Panicos-recordings for 7" 

Contropotere-all 










